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James is flipping through the notebook Lars had tossed him when he asked if he had any lyrics for James. It's 
older stuff, from when James was in rehab and before James rejoined the band. Nothing new that he could 
play with. He sighs and flicks through a few more pages, frowning at one in particular. 

you're not coming back 

you're not coming back 


you're not coming back 


you're not coming back 


you're not coming back 

you're not coming back 

you're not coming back 

you're not coming back 

you're not coming back 

i know youre not coming back 
please come back 

come back home 

come back to me 

please, james 

please come back 

you're not coming back, are you? 


James sucks in a breath, feeling like he's just gotten punched in the gut. His chest aches, thinking of Lars 


writing these words, wondering if James was ever going to come back. 


Lars walks into the room, laughing at something Kirk is saying before closing the door to James's office. He’ 
still smiling when he looks at James. "Hey." 


James doesn't look up at him. He can't tear his eyes away from the careful lettering, the too neat penmanship 


Lars had used. 


"You okay?" Lars asks, stepping closer to James. He looks down into James's lap, sighing when he sees what 


page James is looking at. 

‘lm sorry." James offers after a beat of silence. 

"You came back. You don't need to be sorry." Lars says quietly, pulling the notebook out James's hands. 
James looks up at him and swallows hard. "You thought | wasn't coming back" 


"You thought you weren't coming back. But that doesn't matter now. Because you did come back. To the band. 


To me." Lars tears out the piece of paper and rips it up, tossing the pieces into the trash can in the corner. 


James leans up and curls his hands around the sides of Lars's neck, drawing him down into a needy, desperate 


kiss. Lars clutches at James's shirt, softening the kiss. 


James pulls him down into his lap, shifting so his arms are around Lars's waist. Lars pulls back, resting his 


forehead against James's. He strokes James's hair. "Better?" 

"Are you?" James counters, tucking his face into Lars's neck 

"You came back." Lars says simply, holding onto James. 

| came home to you." James says, looking up and kissing Lars again. 


It's not perfect, but its a damn good start. 


